Nearly 

Hung a 

NA E" Pic 
\ Рас 


3 LET 
1 LIGH 

YOUR 
AUTUMN 
FOR YOU! 


PARADE AUTUMN SPECIAL 1 
ONLY 61.75 UK - AMAZING 


5 
та VALUE/USS3.95/ADULT SALE 
Йа ଦି =» 


| At your newsagents every 
A Wednesday — only 25р. 


۵ 
MILES OF SMILES IN BRITAIN’S NEWEST NATIONAL NEWSPAPER! 


News wherever it happens — from the Zany to Big Stories 
ө Powerful Pictures in Glorious Colour € Saucy Showbiz and Tip-Top T.V. 
Spectacular Sports Coverage ମା Campaigns and Fearless Exposes 
Fabulous Features and Pulsating 
ଏ ® 1018 Prizes & Lotsa БЕРБЕ: $ {0 he given DR AROMEN FREE! 


TOP MODEL ZETA e SUZANNE MIZZI ө 
KAREN BRENNAN e NATALIE BANUS : 
ә MARIA WHITTAKER 


At your newsagents every Sunday 
— just 35p. It's the tops intopless, 


e WIN £1 MILLION CASH — TAX FREE 
e WIN 1ST CLASS WORLD TRIP 
+£2,000 SPENDING MONEY 
e WIN A RACEHORSE 
А WIN ALLEXPENSES TRIP TO VEGAS 
BRITAINS ମା ата + ۶3,000 SPENDING MONEY 7 
° WIN BANGKOK TRIPANDLIVELIKEA $ 


* IT'S IN THE SPORT EVERY | MILLIONAIRE 
WEDNESDAY 


"ITSIN SUNDAY ORDER THEM BOTH FROM 
SUN 


SPORT EVERY 
UNDAY 


YOUR NEWSAGENTS - NOW! 


YOUR ALL-YEAR-ROUND MIS: 
RAUNCH, ZETAWELCOMES ХО 


TO YOUR 96-PAGE AUTUM 
KNOCKOUT... 


Pro" Whatever the tempe 
ature's like outside, the te 
perature inside this Autum 
Special is sure to make yo 
swelter. So whether or notyou’v 
had a sunkissed summer, yo! 
can look forward to sweaty tim 
ahead with all my bosom chum 
and famous glamour stars 1” 
got to do very special things f 
this Parade Extra! 

Never before has any Para 
‘Special’ Гуе compiled deliver 
so much for so little cost - do 
forget, you've got nearly 20 mo! 
knockout pages than in yo 
regular funky, fortnightly Parad 
So stand by for blasting from о 
bombshells while | climb out 
my summer clobber step-by-ste| 
to get you in the mood for o 
Autumn turn-ons ahead. 

I hope you like my mini-striptea: 
and don't forget to meet 
every two weeks in Parade fo 
regular randy date with me a 
my mates. And now, also n 
you can hear some of my ho 
chums too. 

Yes, I’m talking about adul 
only phone messages, which I’ 
avoided recommending 'til no 
But for a giggle and some e 
opening as well as ear-openi 
pleasure, | can recommend yi 
dial my Scandinavian chu 
Inge (on 0836 402 107) or He 
(on 0836 402 105). 

And you can also contactfam 
Paradame chums of mine 
Parade's Centrefold line, O 
402 103. 

Finally, if you need to brush 
on your sex education, liste! 
to red-hot sessions on 0836 
107, direct from my mate Urs: 
who's a proven sexpert! 

All these calls cost you 38p 
minute in peak hours, but 
25p a minute off-peak, so 
not call when you're feeling 
peak - and you'll soon perk 
But now back to my choic 
Autumn cheesecake, who'll 
tainly clear those Autumn ы 
of yours instantly, and leave 
gasping for more. But you'll h 
to wait for our ‘Winter Spe 
warmerto relish our next ama 
fortnightly Farade ‘extra’... 


Love, ee 22 
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ADMITS IT'S 
THE WRONG 
TIME OF THE 
YEAR 
TO BE 
BALD, 
BUT... 
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out Shaven Ravers, which should be well into its 
've got your teeth into this amazing value 


3 
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[୮ LET ME CATCH UPON 
SHAVEN RAVER'SHI-JINKS 
LOW JINKS! 
To: Parade Mail Order/Bc 
171/London E.11 
Please rush me the first 
issues of Parade's pictur 
packed ‘Shaven Ravers’. 
I enclose just £5 to includ 
sealed packing and priori 
postage. | am 18 years ( 


ow Autumn's in the air, 
Zeta, | do hope you'll 
abandon sunglasses in your 
photos. You have two of the 


| loveliest eyes in the world, 


and to see them hidden 
behind shades is a sin. 
Bobby C, Herts. 


BY THE RITI-PABADEHS 


Some Paraders love me in | 


shades, Bob, so | can't promise 
to always reveal my peepers, 
especially when there are 
two 'shady lady' views of 


yours truly from my very own 
'Parade Special coming 
soon, called Zeta's Hot 
Shots, which'll be a ‘must’ for 
all my fans, Ihope- including 
yourself, Bobsy, because it's 
got lots of yours truly totally 
naked, wearing nothing, not 
even Specs. 

Mind you, you'll need 
shades to enjoy 'Hot Shots' 
‘cos it's hot stuff... y 


live in the old village of 

Wimbledon, Parade, and 
when our side won the F.A. 
Cup earlier this year, every- 
body hereabouts went just 
a little bit loony. 

The landlord of our local 
was handing out champagne 
in half-pint mugs, andin the 
crush to get to the bar, 
blokes started taking lib- 
erties with me, first of all 
stroking my bottom, then 
lifting my skirt up at the 
back and interfering with 
my panties. 

Consuming more and 
more booze, and getting 
more and more drunk, the 
attention my rear-end was 
getting had the effect of 
making me feel really frisky, 
and when this hulking great 
beast of a building site 
labourer started chatting 
me up, | played him along 
something rotten. 

| kept “accidentally” 
brushing up against him 
really close - so close ! 
could feel the bulge of his 
cock nestling up against 
my pussy. 

After closing time, this 
big brute grabbed my hand 
and led me round the back 
of the pub, and we necked 
passionately up against the 
wall. 

| tried to push his hands 
away when they shot up 
the back of my skirt and 
started caressing my bottom, 
not so much because | 
didn't want to screw, but 
because | was scared the 
landlord might catch us 
when he went round the 
back to put his empty crates 
out. But as soon as this 
burly sod's fingertips aligh- 
ted on my clitty, there was 
no turning back. 

| unzipped his fly and 
pulled his great big prick 
out, and started wanking 
him off while he two- 
fingered me. 

Then | lifted my skirt and 
stepped out of my panties 
and tucked my skirt hem 
into my suspender belt and 


` <| had no choice 


spread my legs. 

My guy was all of six 
inches taller than me, and 
to get his prick inside me 
he had to bend his knees. 

When he was inside me, 
he straightened his legs 
and lifted me clean off the 
ground, so that | had no 
choice but to wrap my legs 
around his waist, cling to 
his shoulders for dear life, 
and ride that big cock. 

As lady readers will verify, 
being shagged up against 
a wall plays havoc with 
your clothes, and after my 
loverhad shot his load (and 
l'd come three times, no 
less) and dumped me back 
on my feet, | looked like Га 
been blown through a hedge 
backwards. 

But no sooner had | dusted 
myself down and tried to 
make myself look decent, 
he grabbed me again, 
pushed me up against the 
wall face-first, yanked my 
knickers down, and gave 
me a rollicking hard fuck, 
"standing backwards". 

My. bottom rippled and 
wobbled as he shoved his 
great big slippery thing in 
and out, and just as he was 
working me up into a fab- 
ulous cum, he slipped out 
and came all up my back. 

Unfortunately, my fears 
of being discovered by the 
publican came all-too-true! 

Obviously attracted to 
my whimpering and wailing 
(I'm a right “screamer” when 
l've a cock up me), he came 
running round the corner 
brandishing a bucketful of 
water, just as my boy and I 
were tidying up - and hurled 
it at us. 

“Руе seen better behaved 
mongrels!" he shouted, as 
my bloke and | scarpered 
down the alley. 

| never saw him again 
(my chap, that is) and as for 
the publican, | haven't dared 
show my face in his lounge 
bar since. 

Jean, London S.W.19. 

Perhaps he'll have forgiven 
you with the start of the new 
Soccer season, or maybe you 
could give him some free 
Parades. 


N 


wrap my legs 


his waist 


D: forget that space- 
consuming correspon- 
dence, Parade, about the 
merits of white stockings- 
versus-black stockings. 

The problem's simply sol- 
ved by showcasing some of 
your duets in contrasting 
hosiery. 

| bet both girls will look 
megahorny in their way. By 
the way, it’s the two and 
three-girl photos | like best 


in Parade. 
Brian F. Wirral 
Yes we see what you 
mean, Brian and here is 
what you have in mind, n'est 
pas? And if you are into 
groups of gorgeous flashers, 
don't forget to pick up 'Parade 
Groupies' mentioned else- 
where in this Autumn Special, 
especially as you'll now be 
getting regular, fortnightly 
Parade free! 
Turn to page 75 


Continued from page 12 

| was something of a late 

developer as an adoles- 
cent, and | still hadn't 
screwed a boy by my 18th 
birthday. 

If that was bad enough, I 
was far from sure where I 
stood, sexually speaking. 
For example, in my sixth 
form at school | developed 
crushes on two or three 
form mistresses, and instead 
of going out with boys - 
dancing, to the movies, 
wherever - l'd stay in my 
bedroom at home and go 
through all the fashion mag- 
azines, playing with myself 
under the sheets at the 
sight of the models with 
their lovely figures and tight, 
smart clothes. 

It was when one of my 
mother's colleagues came 
to stay for the weekend 
that | realised for the first 
time | was definitely on the 
lesbian side of bisexual. 

| was just 18 years old at 
the time and getting very 
"itchy" betwen the legs. My 
mother's friend was a fine, 
full-figured woman of about 
40, severe, but at the same 
time very attractive. 

On the Friday night, she 
and my mother went to the 
theatre, leaving me a TV 
dinner in the fridge. There 
was nothing on the telly 
and | became very bored, 
and out of idle curiosity | 
went up to the guest bed- 
room and went through my 
mothers friend's luggage. 

She had lots and lots of 
really expensive lingerie 
(Janet Reger, Christian Dior, 
all the top names), and | 
couldn't resist slipping out 
of my clothes and trying on 
a frily black suspender 
belt, some black silk knick- 
ers, which were so tight 
they strained against my 
clitoris and made me feel 
incredibly sexy. 


It was when | was going 
through her handbag look- 
ing for lipstick and eye- 
shadow in order to complete 
my new, ladylike image, 
that | found items which 
really shocked me. 

One was a vibrator wrap- 
ped in a tissue, all slippery 
and covered in something 
greasy, the other a Polaroid 
photograph tucked into a 
buff envelope. 

To my inexperienced eyes, 
it was quite the most dis- 
gusting picture | had ever 
seen, a closeup of my 
mothers friend with an 
enormous, dribbling cock 
between her lips. 

But what shocked me 
even more than this physi- 
cal crudeness was the look 
of unashamed lust in her 
eyes: she was actually en- 
Joying sucking it! 

It was then | heard my 
mother and her friend come 
in through the kitchen door, 
and quick as a flash | took 
off the sexy undies and 
scurried along the passage, 
back to the sanctity of my 
bedroom. 

It was half an hour later, 
sitting up in bed watching 
telly, that my heart skipped 
a beat: suddenly | remem- 
bered Га forgotten to put 
the vibrator back in her 
handbag. Га left it on her 
dressing table. 

| tossed and turned all 
night, unable to get to sleep 
through worrying about my 
stupid blunder. Then, at 
about 3 am | heard a floor- 
board squeak, and | sat up 
in bed, mesmerised, as my 
bedroom door slowly 
opened. It was my mothers 
friend, Daphne! 

“Ssshhl It's only me,” she 
whispered, sitting on the 
bed beside me and running 
her fingers through my hair. 
“You доп? mind me coming 
to visit you, do you?” 

| don’t know why, but | 
offered no resistance as 


she rolled back the sheets 
and bared my breasts, nor 
when she kissed my lips 
and started rolling my nip- 
ples between her thumb 
and forefingers. 

“Have you ever had a girl 
before?" Daphne asked, 
and | said | had, several 
times: the last thing | wanted 
was to appear a complete 
novice. 

She rolled back the bed- 
clothes even further until 
my pussy came into view, 
and she started stroking it, 
running her fingers through 
my pubic hair and seeking 
out my hot-spot. 

As she rubbed it, she 
kept pausing to moisten 
her fingertups with saliva, 
and | became so turned on, 
| opened my legs so Daphne 
would have all of me. 

It was then she produced 
the vibrator, twisting its 
base and making it buzz 
gently. First of all she 
applied it to my clit, and the 
sensation was so new and 
so incredibly powerful, | 
clawed at the sheets and 
bit my lip so as not to cry 
out loud and wake my 
mother. 

Then she lowered the 
throbbing plastic tip and 
gently slid it between my 
labia, gradually inching it 
up my hyper-sensitive young 
cunt until it was fully em- 
bedded. 

It was my first "proper" 
orgasm, and | was so over- 
whelmed, | felt exhausted. 

The next morning my 
mother went shopping, 
leaving Daphne and l alone 
together. Daphne wore a 
rather short skirt and in- 
sisted in sitting in such a 
way that | could see up it ¬ 
stockingtops, panties, the 
lot. 

“Would you think | was 
wicked if | asked you to lick 
me down below?" she asked, 
revelling in my embarrass- 
ment and gradually raising 
her hem. | shook my head. 

"Well, why don’t you give 
it a try?" she said, opening 
her legs and easing her 
pantie-crotch aside to reveal 
her pouting cunt. “Come 


on, Marie - now it's your 
turn to make me feel nice.” 

I didn't have a clue what 
was expected of me, but 
my amateurish slobbering 
seemed to please her con- 
siderably, because soon 
she was grinding her crotch 
against my mouth and pant- 
ing like a thirsty dog and I 
found her clitoris and started 
to suck. 

“That was lovely,” she 
said after | withdrew. “Now 
give me a good seeing-to 
with this, and we'll call it 
quits." 


So saying, she handed 5 


me the vibrator, which | 
switched on and, fascin- 
ated by the way she held 
her flaps open and out of 
the way, she became amaz- 
ingly wet, so much so that 
her clear, natural lubricant 
trickled on to my finger- 
tips. 

And now? Рт 28 years 
old and Гуе had men and 
girls, but given a choice ۵ 
go for the ladies - any 
time. 

Marie, Norwich 

And now you'll have a free 
year of Paradames to drool 
over free, Marie! 


| t last Parade is waking 
up to the fact that there 
are zilions of us pubic 
shaving freaks just crying 
out for “baldy” closeups! 

Гт 24 years old and | 
travel to work in the City 
every day on the London 
Underground, and | shave 
my pussy as regularly as 
men shave their chinny- 
chin-chins. 

Why? Because being 
depilated means instant 
sensuality. If I’m sitting op- 
postite a good looking man 
onthe tube, and my panties 
just happen to be a little on 
the tight side, all | have to 
do in order to get a “twinge” 
is cross my legs. 

This draws my silky pantie- 
gusset tight between my 
labia and tight across my 
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clit. If | had а full bush of 
pubes, it would dampen 
this intensely erotic sen- 
sation considerably. 

Also, being depilated adds 
untold joys to making love. 
Pete, my lover really likes 
going down on me when 
my pussy is nice and smooth, 
and when he pulls his prick 
out just before he cums (as 
he has to, due to me not 
being on the Pill) and 
splashes his sperm all over 
my marble-smooth crotch, 
it looks just magnificent: 
his words, not mine! 
Carol, Liverpool 

Simply make sure you grab 
our 'Shaven Haven Specials' 
between your free regular 
fortnightly Parades, Carol! 


[по {һе рипК ега ୦୮ 
#1976 | used to throw 
parties in my converted 
warehouse in New Cross, 
Parade. 

| was friends with bands 


like The Boys, The Art At- | 


tacks and X-Ray Specs, 
and bands like these would 
offer their services for little 
more than a free nosh and 
a case of Special Brew. 

| dare say your readers 
couldn't give a shit about 
punk rock (and | don't blame 
’em!) but I’m sure they'd be 
interested to hear about 
the sexual side of those 
parties, particularly as we 
approach the Autumn and 
Winter party and piss-up 
section. 

After all the riff-raff had 
pissed off home, I'd invite a 
few hand-picked girls to 
stay behind for a ^naughties" 
session with me and a 
couple of pals. 

Pretty soon, word got 
round about these late night 
orgies, till it got to the point 
where tarts would actually 
askif they could stick around 
for a dirty sex scene. 

I'd hand black plastic bin 
liners around and the girls 
would make sexy little mini- 
Skirts out of them, taping 
them skin tight to their 
arses. 

Those that weren't getting 
knobbed and eaten out by 
me and my mates would 
give saucy little lesbian 


| displays on the floor, or| Union Jack comprises red, 


| together for a good, raunchy | 


candle themselves off in| 


| full view of all and sundry. | 


Say what you like about | 
punk, it was the last time | 
blokes and tarts could get 


time without fear of getting 
poxed-up by the ‘Big А. 

The clothes were good, 
the music was great and 
the sex was fucking bril- | 
liant! 3 | 
Jon D, Bromley, Kent | 

Rumour has it that there'll | 
be a punk revival this winter, | 
so stand by for more action, | 
Jon, if you can still stand the 
pace. 


| appreciate that Parade 
В is fundamentally a light- | 
hearted read and that you | 


| make a point of not getting 


involved in “heavy” sex. | 

Full marks to you for that, 
but | would like to use the 
letters pages of your (ter- | 
rific) magazine to broach a | 
serious subject, just for | 
once - by dispelling a myth | 
about prostitutes here in 
the U.K. 

Right from schooldays 
we're led to believe that 
these ladies of the night 
are real, loose tarts who'll 
do just about anything if 
the price is right - and 
who'll enjoy doing it. 

Well, writing as one who's 
had to resort to prostitutes 
ona few occasions (I’m not 
a whoremonger - just a 
bloke who happens to be 
unattractive to the oppo- 
site sex), | really must say 
that this “scarlet lady’ image 
is a load of old cobblers. 

In my experience hookers 
are mean, humourless and | 
mercenary, and 9 out of 10 | 
will refuse to do anything 
other than a handjob or | 
straight sex with a rubber. | 

In my experience, a few 
minutes with a brass is far 


| worse than being mugged | 


| orhaving your pocket picked: | 


it puts you off sex for days, | 

sometimes weeks after- 

wards! 

Denis, Nottingham 
Perhaps you'd better stick 

to your free Parades during 


| the Winter months ahead, 


Dirty Den! 


e get black lingerie in 
V Parade, lots of scarlet, 
galore, white, but rarely any | 
blue. 
| always think of Parade | 
asthe patriotic men's mag- 


azines, so don't forget the | 


white and b/ue, and let's 
see far more of my favour- 
ite turn-on shade in Parade 
and Parade Specials. 
Andrew McD. Dundee 
From your letter we see 
where you get your favourite 


| 


colour fancy from, Andy, and 
you'll see a horny hint of blue 
in this ‘Autumn Special’, as 
well as the regular Parade 
on sale about now (your first 
free one by the way), starring 
little-girl-blue, Sue, here. 
Turn to 
page 91 
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the most naive teen- 
agers of all time, Parade. 

By the time | was 1 8 | had 
the body of a mature 
woman (complete with 38” 
bust) and the fellas used to 
drive my folks mad, phoning 
me up all the time and 
hanging round in the street 
outside our house like randy 
dogs. 

lt never occurred to me it 
was just my body they were 
after. | thought it was be- 
cause | was wonderful, in- 
telligent, good company... 


was to get their hands on 
my breasts. 

OK, so perhaps in that 
respect | was no more naive 
than many other Northern 
girls my age, but unfortun- 
ately my stupidity was 
boundless. For instance, 
there was a lorry driver who 
used to give me lifts home 


ofthe truck), and he had me 
eating out of his hand. 

He had me convinced 
that semen was a super- 
rich source of protein, which 
in turn would “enhance 
bust measurement if applied 
daily" (his turn of phrase, 
not mine). 

So, night after night га 
kneel in the back of his 
lorry with my breasts hang- 
ing free while he stood in 
front of me with his trousers 
down, masturbating directly 
into my cleavage. 

Ten years оп, I’ve finally 
grown wise to the ways of 
men - but it was a slow 
process, learning. 
Jennifer, Leeds, Yorks. 

Your free year of Parade 
for getting in to print here 
should further your educa- 
tion, so gen up, Jen! 


Лу Summer was made by 

Katrina in one or two 
issues of regular Parade in 
late Spring. 

Now if you're doing an 
‘Autumn Special’, | hope 
you'll leave a bit of space 
among your Page Three’ers 
and familiar newspaper stars, 
to include some new pics 
of this lesser known lovely. 

She'll certainly keep 
Autumn chills out of my 
loins. 

Len K. Derby 

No room for Katrina in this 

packed ‘Autumn Special’ Len, 


snaps starring Katrina on her 


while all they really wanted | 


from college (via a 30- | 
minute diversion in the back | 


must have been one of | Summer hols, just to keep 
| your wilting Autumn pecker 


but here's a quartet of new | 


| her putting her best parts | at which positively inspired 
her frolics under the Espana 


forward in the latest issue of | 
. ucans ore of | Park Lane ji i / 
up. And yo eem Magazine, looking | sun, so she tells us: para ‚de 


BROUGHT — 
HOME FROM 
JAMAICA, TO 
KEEP OUT 
AUTUMN 
CHILLS! 


he West Indies has really opened up to ordinary 

this year holiday-wise, and look what Parade 
cout Les brought home from the home of 
en sods who play cricket so much better 


king at Jamaican Beauty Queen Jenny 
ne you get this ‘Autumn Special’, 
| Put those superb 38C-25-37 
in top newspapers like Sunday 
sdays because, much as 

D Ig back beautiful 


Ontheotherham 
inviting come-on- 1d-e 
this dusky dazzler tha 
value Parade ‘Autumn Special’ 
her showcase in next month's Adi 
Which sets out to put the flesh, 
white or yellow, on its readers’ 
fantasies. * 
So if this tantalisingly tinted 
your dreams are made, m 
stockist gets the confidential 

Steamy slot, at the speed of b ler Mars 
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| So please reserve Adult Fantasy 
Monthly for me (only £1.60 a 
| go) in future, where Jamaican 
joygiver Jenny stars shortly. I 
| am 18 years or over. 


Your First Priority Coupon To Hand Your 
Parade Stockist. 


¬= > یا 


Weekly Parade & Here's What She Has T: 
Confess To Her ‘Autumn Special’ Fans... 
I was only supposed to be filling in for | 
Parade Hostess Zeta while she went 
Summer walkabout to get it together with 
her horny fans in Britain and Spain's 
holiday spots. But you didn't think Ра be 
left out of Parader’s once-a-year ‘Autumn 
Special’, did you? 
And I think Autumn’s a great time to look BE 
back over the year’s hottest moments, 
don’t you? So come and share my 
encounter with sex-mad Monique in this 
Autumn Special episode for Paraders’ 
eyes only, proving once again that when 
Brummies do it, we do it far better than 
limp old Londoners..... » 


Re е 


ета 
gentleman frie 
me the other day. "You get the 
best of both worlds, do 
you have to do is wi 
bedmates come 


to plying the Wife with the са 
stuff, or giving it one off thes wrist i 
inc bathroom!” x 


You know, you just cant argue 
with people like that. There’s no 
point in telling them, for instance, 
that it's a fallacy you “get the best 
of both worlds" when you're 
bisexual. 

You don't get any more sex 
action than when you're straight (or 
gay, come to that). Sure, sex is fun 
when you swing both ways, but 
isn't it fun anyway? 

Nowadays Рт far less 1 
promiscuous than in my late teens 
and early twenties. l've *sobered 
up" to the extent that - don't laugh! 
= т now extremely particular who 
| hop into bed with. 

There's Jeff, my regular 
boyfriend, Raymond, my sugar 
daddy (a looker rather than a doer) 
and Izzy my agent, who's more a 
father figure than a part-time stud, 
though I’m sure he'll be terribly 
hurt to hear me say that. 

And then there's Monique. 

She's a 25-year-old fashion 
model from Paris, and she and | go 
back to the beginning of the year. 

She's absolutely stunning, good 
company, a cordon bleu chef and a 
wonderful lover. 

These days we might meet up for 
the occasional lunch or a shopping 
trip down the King's Road, and if 
things are getting me down 
workwise or lovewise, | might hop 
over to spend the weekend at her 
apartment in Clichy. 


The way we stand right now, 
things are shaping up all platonic 
and just-good-friends. The way we 
were, Monique and 1, was anything 
but. Let me tell you all about us... 

It all started back in January in 
the Austrian ski resort of Klosters. 
All those braying Hooray Henries 
whizzing about on sticks. How | 
loathe the skiing syndrome! 

| first set eyes on her in the 
English Bar. Every inch of her 
willowy physique screamed E 
"fashion model" - as the way she 
sat sulking over a Perrier 
screamed "boyfriend trouble"! 

“Whats up?” | asked, 
impertinently. 

*Non parlez," she glowered. 
“Francais.” 

“Well sod you, then!” | said, 
already pissed off at being 
neglected а! day long by my ski- 
bum boyfriend. "What do you have 
to do to make friends іп this 
pisshole of a place?" 

She ran out after me on to the: 
balcony. ! turned to face her. She 
was fidgety, like a self-conscious 
boy trying to pick you up on the 
street. She also happened to be 
lovely. 

“Pm sorry," she said. “Му 
boyfriend out on the pistes eight 
hours a day. | get so bored and 
frustrated." 

*You're not the only one,” | said. 
*Do you like gluhwein?" 

And so started a long (by my 
standards) and generally very 
happy relationship. 

We sat at the bar and talked 
incessantly - you know how it is 
when you've just met someone 
you're crazy about - and drank. 
And talked, and drank some more. 

“I'm sick of bullshitting men,” 
said Monique, clutching my hand. 
“Promise me something: that we 
will keep no secrets, you and l. The 
minute we lie to each other, we 
split up, OK?" 

"Suits me,” | said. “Listen, | was 
thinking." 

“What were you thinking?" asked 
the lithe Ma'mselle with a naughty 
twinkle in her eye. “Go on - tell me 
what's on your mind?" 

*| was thinking now nice it would 
be to put my fingers in your cunt,” | 
replied, laying all my aces on the 
table. 

*Come, we go to my chalet," she 
said. “Nobody will disturb us, don't 
worry." 

One of the very few plus-factors 
in a girl-girl relationship is that 
inhibition goes straight out of the 
window. There's no need for wining 
and dining; no need for prolonged 
courtship; no engagement rings 
and silly rituals. In Monique's 
words: “No bullshitting теп”, just 
she and me (зсизе the grammar, 
folks) and a chalet bunk bed with a 
picture postcard view of the Tyrol. 


Watching her undress was 
unsettling. Her body was sò 
Playboy-bunny-perfect,it was | 
almost bland, lacking as it did the 
lusty little details which get clits 7 
twitching and cocks throbbing. 

Her bottom was almost coy іп its _ 
neatness, her breasts pert and 
mannequinnish, her legs long and 
willowy without any unduly sexy, 
sassy curvature., Even her pubes 
were docked short and neat. She 
was a human Barbie Doll. 

However, |.was soon to discover | 
this athletic young Frenchwoman 
was no antiseptic ice queen. She 
had а sexual appetite thatwas 
little short of ferocious, and she 
was on me the second | stepped 
out of my panties, pushing me on 


to the mattress and putting her 


bony knee hard beneath my pubic 
bush as she half-stood, half-knelt 
beside me, kissing my neck, licking ` 
my ear-lobes as she rapidly worked 
her way lower and lower - and 

lower still. 

| simply threw my legs open as 
the tip of her tongue slithered 
inevitably towards my pussy. 

| don't know what made 
Monique's oral attention so vastly 3 
superior to all the other thousarids 
of tongue-jobs Гуе had in my time: 

All | know is that whatever the 
heck she was doing down there 
was more than enough to have me 
going compltely out ofımy mind 
with desire, clutching great 
handfuls of her hair and pulling her 
face оп to my cunt harder still. | 

"My face,” | panted as she held 
me open and frantically tongue- 
fucked me. “Kneel astride me and 
sit on my mouth. | love you, you 
bloody bitch, | love you!" 

I stayed glued to Monique's 
glorious, pink, glistening, purple- 
lipped sex slit for what seemed like: 
an eternity. She was what l'd been 
looking for for so many years; a 
young, sophisticated, supremely 
Sexy companion. 

We were good together and - 
quite the oppostie of "deviant" or 
“perverted” or *abnormal" and 
completely and absolutely natural 
together. 

“Do you love your boyfriend?" I 
asked her afterward, hurriedly 
dressing in anticipation of a 
premature return from the pistes. 

“He is OK,” she said, “But men, 
you know how they are. They take 
all there is to take, then move on. I 
can take or leave, if you know what 
| mean." 

"So leave!" I said, with a 
spontaneous flash. “Leave him and _ 
come with me. How much money: 
have you got?" 

“A few hundred,” she replied. 
“And my cards. And you?” 

“No problem,” | said. “Well? How 
about it?” 

“We could be at the airport 
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within 30 minutes,” said Monique. 
“But there are no flights to Paris or 
London till the morning. The boys 
will find us.” 

“Listen, | don't care if the first 
flight's to Tel Aviv,” | said. “If 
there's room, we're on it, and that's 
final.” 


T: taxi made it to the airport in 
25 minutes, and Monique and | 
went straight to the Departures 
board. 

“They say Ibiza's very nice this 
time of year," | said, double- 
checking ld remembered my credit 
cards and secretly hoping the clerk 
would shake his head and declare 
the flight booked solid, but no such 
luck. £ 

“That'll do nicely," he said upon Р = 
catching sight of my trusty / 
travelling companion Charles ୮. 
Frost. 


“Wow, this is real jet set stuff,” 
squealed Monique. | looked across 
at her, all wild-eyes in her girlish 
excitement; and my final vestiges 
of financial responsibility melted 
clean away. She was exquisite, and 
| wanted her desperately. 


W: stayed in that idyllic island for 
almost three weeks, getting to 
know one another and falling 
deeper and deeper in love. 

It wasn't so much a silly, girly, 
irresponsible fling we were having, 
as a dallianee with a lethal, 

intoxicating drug. 


\ 


more,” she panted 
as my fingers expanded: inside her. 
“Oh, what are you. ‚doing to me? Oh 
"pleas oh please, ‚oh please!” 
Mc ique ۵ maxed'so intensely 
. that. my hand shook in tune with 


her eyes as A thra: 
$ tossing her hedd from 
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DIARY 


totall disbelieving eye slowly 
opened - and winked. A prying 
finger slipped between my crying- 
out-to-be-suntanned thighs. 

“The choice is yours,” | said. 
“Breakfast and an early start or, or 
- hey! What're you doing?" 

Quick as a flash, Monique buried 
her head beneath the sheets, 
eased open my still-dormant cooze, 
and started flickering her tongue 
around my clitoris. 

It felt so good, | wanted to melt 
beneath her caress like an ice 
cream. 

"You are forgetting," she said, 
lowering her tongue-stroke so that 
it was pushing up into my orifice. 
“Last night's was very much a one- 
sided affair. This morning | make it 
up to you. Just lie there and relax: | 
send you to seventh heaven!” 

So much for the early start! The 
willing victim of three shuddering 
consecutive orgasms. | was so 
utterly consumed by passion that 
an aching tiredness rapidly took 
over me and sent me back to sleep 
again. 

And isn't that what holidays are 
for? To relax? 


Д“ breakfasting on the balcony 
and getting our swimwear 
together, we headed for the shore. 

Monique wore an incredible 
bright yellow one-piece swimsuit 
that clung to her beautiful clothes- 
horse body like the proverbial 
second skin. The water was ice 
blue and shallow, the sky an 
incredibly deep blue, almost cobalt. 

Monique lifted her swimsuit top 
to bare her breasts to the 
overhead sun and floated on her 
back with her legs apart. The water 
turned the yellow fabric all but 
transparent, and her pubic hair 
moistened and spread within her 
gusset, baring the full glory of her 
pouting salt-wet petals. Two more 
weeks of this? | had to pinch 
myself to ensure it was really 
happening. 

And so we thrashed around in 
the shallows like a pair of amorous 
newlyweds. 

Whether it was the effect of the 


intensely hot overhead sun or the 
champagne we'd polished of with 
breakfast (or both!) | don't know, 
but | was suddenly taken with the 
sheer beauty of my young French 
lovers amazingly contoured 
bottom. 

She rolled around in the still, 
crystal clear water and slowly 
flipped her legs in a slow, 
exaggerated parody of a 
breaststroke, pausing with her legs 
іп mid-kick so that her bottom was 
high out of the water like a 
bobbing beach ball. 

Standing beside her, | reached 
down and traced the outline of her 
long-lipped vagina, an exquisite 
three inch journey from her 
puckered bumhole to the 
hypersensitive tip of her clit. 

But instead of lingering for more, 
Monique squealed girlishly and 
broke into a splashing (and none- 
too-elegant) crawl. 

Soon she was back at the beach, 
standing on the baking hot beach, 
baring those fabulous boobs yet 
again, daubing them with white 
sand. 

“Come!” she shouted, gleefully. 
And then, lowering her voice as if 
talking to herself: “| think you 
begin to like me too much.” At 
least, | think that's what | heard her 
say. Whatever it was, it wasn’t 
intended for my ears. All | can say 
is, if | heard her right, she was right 
- dead right. 

What was happening to us was 
much, much too good to be true, a 
dangerous addiction that could 
only lead to heartache. We were 
living a lie. 

We walked hand in hand for 
miles, taking turns carrying the 
heavy ice-box hamper. We didn't 
talk, if only because talk is 
superfluous on that most beautiful 
island. 

We took lunch in a shaded dell in 
a grove, and traded life histories, 
neither of us beating around the 
bush about lovers, male and 
female - though mostly male. 

“You don’t mean to say this is 
your first time with a girl?” | asked, 
incredulously. 

“Mais oui,” she replied. “Is it not 
for you?” 

“No, not exactly,” | replied, biting 
my lip. 

We completely lost track of - and 
as the days unwound, sense of - 
time. We became totally engrossed 
in the exploration of the natural 
beauty of the place as we did the 
natural beauty of our relationship. 

Naked walks along the beach at 
sunset concluded each and every 
superbly rewarding day, my fingers 
nestling in Monique's soft sex as 
we strolled, her taut buttocks 
chafing the palm of my hand in her 


athletic, rhythmic roll. 7 

Inevitably, we ran out of time, 
and an impending sense that the 
most awful thing in the world - 
reality - shadowed and clouded 
our remaining hours together. 

When we fucked, Monique would 
cry out, joyously. She was also 
terrified of having to face her 
boyfriend. 

“You can come and stay with me 
in Birmingham or London,” | 
suggested, half heartedly, knowing 
full well that our love scene had 
already well outlived its mutual 
usefulness. 

| watched her dress for the Very. 
last time, peeling her scant black 
panties up over a bottom that had 
filled-out an inch or more, due in | 
no small part to a diet of chilled | 
beer and buttered lobster! | 

“| want to fuck you one more 
time,” | said. 7 

“Keep your panties on. They're 
so nice and tight, | want to stand | 
behind you and yank them up over Ё 
your clit. You'll like that, you lovely | 
little tart. There!” | said, jerking my 
crotch up against her soft buttocks 
and jerking the silly little strip of 
silk up over her gaping cunny. 

“Told you you'd like it, didn't |?” 


А: | say, we still keep in touch, 
this young French model and |, ۳ 
though the halcyon days of she " 
and | and Ibiza will never be 

repeated. 

Funny how it still makes me hot, | 
thinking about her in Autumn. | 
Parade can't let lecherous Brummie il 
Belinda go, and so Zeta's flesh-mad fill- | | 
in has earned an extension (or two) in I 
funky fortnightly Parade. So make a | 
date to meet brazen Belinda there 
next... 


Parade Autumn Special 89 


\ re lovely Linda Ellis and Sue Campbell all washed | toothsome twosome as they get each other in t| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
up, as far as Autumn and Winter fun'n'frolics are | mood for Autumn fun back in blighty - and thal 
concerned? include doing more stop-at-nothing turns for our пе 
Parade certainly hopes so, because they've just | sidekick, Groupies Magazine, Parade's desig 
returned from an all-Summer, round Europe hitch- | mag for guys who prefer girls in duos, threesome 
hiking trek - and almost the first thing these bosom | foursomes and moresomes, ratherthan going throu 
1 chums wanted to do was make sure their in’s-and- | the book solo. 
out’s were thoroughly washed - even beforetheyhad | Parade fans might well have seen the debut issues 
time to peel off their well-travelled knickers. Groupies around, but in case this new monthly org: 
And their intimate tubtime frolics provide just the | girls enjoying each other, while you look on, has 
| | thing to turn-on Paraders who love to see swing: | reached yourkneck ofthe Autumn woods yet, just 
| anyway 20 year olds like Lindy and Sue up to steamy | in Paraders' special coupon alongside our bat 
। | larks together. ravers...and welcome to the orgy! pa "ad 
So double your pleasure with our much-travelled but para 
| 
| 


ам 7 
EN 
YA 
A 


۸ 


WHAT THREE WILD 
GIRLS DID ON 
THEIR HOLS! 


Now Autumn’s here, Britain's sexiest | 
girls are back in town, with plenty to tell 
about what they've been up to, and what's 
been up them, in the Summer months 
just passed. 
So, lie back and bask in their brazen 
revelations as Parade's Autumn Probe- 
sters grill Tessa, Jacqui and Nina and 
even тоге <> relentlessly than the 
bygone Summer sun! 


WHAT THREE WILD 
GIRLS DID ON 
THEIR HOLS! 


PARADE: So here we all are, back in 
gloomy, doomy London, suntans and 
memories of rampant Spanish waiters 
alike fading by the second as the trees 
shed their leaves and the first hint of 
frost alights on the.... Sorry, ladies ¬ it's 
just the Byronesque version of “testing- 
testing-one-two-three"! 

So where did you vacate this Summer, 
Tessa? 

TESSA: Benidorm. Bargain base- 
ment fortnight package, courtesy of 
a bucket shop in Kilburn High Road. 
| thought it would be cheap'n'cheer- 
ful and fish'n'chips and horrible East 
End rowdies, but we were pleasantly 
surprised, my girlfriend and |. 

Quite classy in parts, it was. Lots of 
Spaniards in sailor suits swanning 
around in £25,000 pedalos! 
PARADE: /t received terrible press this 
year, Benidorm. We think the Govern- 
ment are barmy, publicising the aggro. 
It was the same with the European Cup. 
Without the publicity there'd have been 
far, far less trouble, we're positive. 
TESSA: | wouldn't know about that. 
Anyway, during the time we were 
there, there wasn't any sign of "trubb". 


The British boys we saw were too 
busy chasing crumpet to think about 
fighting. 

However, Margie and | didn't go all 
that way to be picked up by the 
knotted hanky brigade! 

PARADE: Jacqui we believe your 
travels didn't take you quite so far afield 
this year, due to = how did you put it? — 
“negative” holiday experience in 
Summer 1987? 

JACQUI: Negative’s aboutright. The 
Caribbean's a joke, folks. Wanna get 
ripped off? That's the way to do it. 

So this year it was all down to a 
bucketn'spade job: Mrs Higgins’ 
guest house in Sandown, Isle of 
Wight. 

PARADE: Very nice too. 

JACQUI: It was, as it happens. Of 
course we took a gamble with the 
weather and - 

PARADE: We? 

PACQUI: My boyfriend and |. It was 
brilliant: bucket and spade, candy- 
floss, fish'n'chips, Burt's beer (that's 
the local brew), toffee apples, cream 
teas, sand in your whatsit's... won- 
derfull 

PARADE: You make it sound like a 
scene from a Fifties dirty postcard! 
JACQUI: And that's exactly what it 
was: a fortnight's slap'n'tickle by the 
sea. Jellied eel, anyone? 

PARADE: And where did you go this 
year, Nina? A personal invite from 
Margaret to linger on Mustique for a 
month or two? 

NINA: Had to blank her this year, 
didn't I? When her butler served me 
that glass of warm Bollinger, | said to 
myself: “Nina,” | said, “Never again. 
Next year it's the Royal Duchy, and 
hang the expense!" 


down 


ther 


PARADE: You know, we've ne 
been to Cornwall! 

Thats the weird thing about 
cheap travel phenomenon, isn't it? 
guarantee there's thousands of E 
who know their way around South 
Portugal better than they do Devon: 
Cornwall. Did you-have a good tim 
NINA: Shagged rotten. No, reall 
mean it! 

You didn't invite me along to be 
coy and girly, did you? I’m telling } 
straight: Гуе never had so much с: 
in all my life. Why are you laughin 
PARADE: We were looking to a su 
build-up. You know the sort of thin 
bitof background bio, travel and be: 
hints, car hire facilities, fun cocktails. 
NINA: Bullshit! 

РИ tell you all there is to kr 
about cocktail fun, you daft bugs 
On our last night my girlfriend ar 
took these guys we met at the | 
into a boatshed and - 

PARADE: As we were saying, a su 
build-up. We'll get back to your m 
eating capers later, if you don't тї 

But staying on the subject of sex f 
while, is it something that's high on 
agenda when young, unattached « 
like you are looking for holiday locati: 
JACQUI: Well, why else would | h 
chosen the Isle of Wight? 

They're all sex maniacs down th 
on the Isle of Wight, aren't they? 

No, seriously, it isn't a factc 
mean, | don't sit on my living rc 
floor surrounded by maps, tryinc 
work out where all the cock act 
hangs out! 

Your chances of getting lucky 
exactly the same in Margate 
Marbella. It's the luck of the dra 
TESSA: You really think so? TI 


how come so many girls leave their 
fellas behind and go the the Costa 
Brava together? 

For the sunshine? 

JACQUI: Can you think of a better 
reason? 

TESSA: They gooutthere to get laid, 
for Heaven's sake! 

In Benidorm this year | saw female 
Sloane Rangers behaving like com- 
plete sluts, believe me. 

| got talking with some of them, and 
they told me about it all; how con- 
stricting it is, being tied-down to a 
social circuit of endless cocktail 
parties, dinner parties, society func- 
tionsand soforth. You can't even fart 
without it getting written-up in the 
Society columns. 

So what do they do? 

They go slumming, that's what! Off 
to Benny-dawm, dahling, for a bit of 
rough sex with a bit of rough trade. I 
tell you, Parade, we're all the same 
under the skin, we women. 
PARADE: Fascinating: Lady Fiona 
screwing Loadsamoney on the Costa 
Del Sol! 

Now, something we've always wanted 
to ask about ladies on holiday in Spain: 
do they really do it with Spanish 
waiters? 

TESSA: Only if they're bloody des- 
perate, they do. Or ugly - or both! 

Personally Га rather do it with my 
vibrator. Which isn't to say it doesn't 
happen. British ladies on holiday 
alone behave most peculiarly once 
they've had too much sun and too 
much sangria. 

PARADE: So far you've turned your 
nose up at the idea of "doing it" with 
fellow Brits and Spanish waiters. 

What kind of man are you looking for 


when you're on your hols? 

JACQUI: Give her a break will you? 
You don't understand: if it happens, it 
happens. 

It doesn't matter if its with a 
millionaire in Mustique or a ham- 
burger salesman in Hastings. You 
don't waste ‘your valuable holiday 
time searching for Mr. Right and the 
big romance, do you? 

PARADE: There must be some girls 
who've been swept off their feet by ship. 
owners in Greece or lifeguards on 
Bondi Beach or movie stars in Cali- 
fornia or — 

NINA: Or hamburger salesmen in 
Hastings. This is getting boring. Now. 
can | talk about what | did on my 
holiday? 

PARADE: Somehow we didn't think 
you were going to stay schtum for long. 
OK, so tell us who you did on your 
holiday. You've got 30 seconds, starting 
from now! 

NINA: You can be very cruel, you 
know. I’m not a loudmouth and Іт 
nota nymphomaniac, either- I’m just 
a girl who likes a good time! 

Anyway, just to show what up- 
market young ladies my friend and I 
are, we rented a tandem from a bike 
shop in Looe. | mean, one would feel 
so self-conscious in the drophead 
Corniche, wouldn’t one? 

We neither of us had ridden a bike 
Since we were girls, and it affected us 
in a very strange way, | can tell you! 
The saddles, | mean; hard plastic 
affairs, not like the springy one | used 
to have on my Raleigh Pink Witch! 

We were doing a two-wheeled pub 
crawl in the countryside around 
Mevagissey one day. It was terribly 
hot, and because of my girlfriend’s 


diabolical map reading, we got lost. 

It was like that scene in Lawrence 
of Arabia where he’s hiding from the 
Turks and the sun’s burning his eyes 
out. Well, almost: Lawrence didn't 
have a one-gallon plastic container 
of scrumpy to wet his whistle, nor a 
packet of cheese salad sandwiches 
to keep the wold from the door! 

| tell you, if any dirty Turks had 
been looking for me that afternoon, 
I'd have let them find me and have 
their wicked way. 

Was | randy - and Jill wasn't much 

better! We laid the tandem in a ditch 
and - 
PARADE: You weren't that desperate? 
NINA: Yes, they warned me you 
were comedians - and we had a 
picnic in a meadow. 

Scrumpy and sunshine's a fatal 
combination, you know. | mean, neither 
Jill ୦୮ | are lesbians, but we ended up 
feeling so frisky, we dropped our 
shorts and had a frig; not a mutual 
frig, you understand - an uninhibited 
wank to relieve our frustration. 

It was then | remembered the 
bananas... 

PARADE: Bananas, eh? In our exper- 
ience, stories like this usually favour 
cucumbers. 

NINA: No, 'fraid not. The cucumber 
had been chopped up for our sand- 
wiches. Sorry to disappoint you. 

Anyhow, we selected the biggest 
pair, made ourselves comfortable in 
the grass, and started masturbating. 

Jill said hers wastoo big and would 
| finger heroff instead, and although | 
was well pissed, there was no way | 
was getting into a heavy lezzie scene. 

So | chucked her the Ambre 
Solaire and told her to lubricate it 
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and get on with her wank and not 
even to think about getting it on with 
me! 

It was a weird sensation, though, 
lying there in the grass with my legs 
open doing, doing incredibly rude 
things and watching Jill doing even 
ruder things! 

It was the sort of scene that boys 
wank over in their dreams. 
PARADE: And the sort of scene Scan- 
dinavian pornographers concoct to put 
in their dirty magazines! 

Sorry, girls: has Nina's revolting story 
put you off? Kind of a difficult act to 


g 


follow, isn't she? 

JACQUI: A load of old fanny, if you 
ask me? Tandems? Bananas? Wanks 
in the countryside? | thought we 
were going to be treated to tales of 
heterosexual goings-on in the boat 
shed! 

NINA: Later, darling, later! 
JACQUI: No, it’s not a hard act to 
follow at all. | don't know if anyone 
here has ever stayed at a seaside 
guest house, but | can assure you it's 
nothing like a normal hotel. 

For instance, it's traditional that 
the beds be squeaky. | thought 
Eamonn and | were making a racket 
(he prides himself on his athleticism, 
does my boyfriend), but there's always 
one noisier, isn't there? 

The couple in the room upstairs 
just had to be seen to be believed. 
The guy was a dead ringer for Eric 
Idle in his sleazy commercial traveller 
role - brass buttoned blazer, pencil 
moustache - and his girlfriend (or 
secretary, more like) was a giggling 
bleach-blonde little twerp with the 
biggest pair of bristols l've ever set 


eyes on. 

PARADE: We're back on to that dirty 
seaside postcard again! 

JACQUI: Unbelievable, isn't it? It 
was like they'd lived in a timewarp 
since 1956: Brylcreemed hair for 
him, bouffant for her, drinking Baby- 
cham - 

PARADE: He didn't drive a bright red 
Jag XK140 and smoke Passing Clouds 
in a holder by any chance? 

JACQUI: No, a turquoise Datsun 
120Y and JPS, as it happens! 

But as | was saying, the noise they ` 
were kicking up, from around mid- 
night right through tothe early hours, 
had to be heard to be believed. 
Heaven knows what they were doing! 
PARADE: We're beginning to get a 
hint of the sex action here at Holiday 
'88, folks ¬ but how about bawdy 
Benidorm? 

Is Watneys Red Barrel and fish'n 
chips the great aphrodisiac it's cracked 
up to be? 

TESSA: | wouldn't know, I'm strictly а 
paella and sangria lady myself! 

But if you're asking if | scored, yes, 


“lt was then 1 remembered the Bananas' 
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4 thought I was a slut when it came to boys’ 


۱ ۵ @ ® ® 


TESSA 


you'd better believe it. It was handy 
having my girlfriend around, though: 
you’re always much safer in pairs. 
PARADE: What do house rules amount 
to in the Spanish tourist hotels? 
TESSA: Not a lot. They know what 
side their bread's buttered, the Spanish 
hoteliers - which isn't to say they're 
stupid. They've got a major terrorist 
problem on their hands, the Gardia, 
and if you've got a male visitor 
staying over night, don't kid yourself 
the manager doesn't know all about 
it. 

But you know how it is in Spain: 
there's nothing a 100-peseta note 
won't put straight. 

Sure, we had boys in our room 

occasionally, but that isn't why you 
go to Spain, is it? You wantto do it on 
the shore, under the moon or behind 
the fishing boats, don't you? How 
can you get all steamed up and 
passionate in a skyriser hotel bed- 
room, with your mate getting her end 
away on the bathroom toilet, holler- 
ing and wailing and mouthing off like 
some awful bloody fishwife? 
PARADE: She was? 
TESSA: You're not joking she was! I 
tell you, | thought / was a slut when it 
came to boys! If l'd known how bad 
this one was, l'd have taken my 
Mum! 

| came in one night from the disco- 
alone, she hastened to add - and 
there was old blondie in her black 
Stockings and suspenders, getting 
her end shagged off in the all-fours 
position by a hulking great Italian. 
PARADE: How did you know he was 
Italian, not Spanish? 

TESSA: Black curly hair and THREE 
gold chains around his neck, that's 
how! 

Anyhow, | stood there gawking in 
disbelief, watching her fat little arse 
wobbling like a jelly while he knelt 
there shafting her. 

“Hello Tess,’ she says, looking 
round. “Fetch us a San Miguel from 
the fridge, will ya?” 

I'm їп a daze, right? It's like reading 
a dirty story in Parade or something! 
Then walk through to the kitchen to 
get the beer, and | get the shock of 
my life. 

There's another guy in there, com- 
pletely bollock naked, wearing my 
underwear and having a wank. That 
was it. Kaput! | grabbed my bag, 
chucked a few necessaries in it, and 
scarpered. 

| spent the rest of the night trying 
to get to sleep on a sunlounger by 
the pool. 


JACQUI: | had a similar experience 
once. | went round to my family's 
Solicitors house one day. My Dad 
had died and | was named executor 
in his will. 

| walked into the lawyers library 
and almost died of shock. There he 
was, screwing his secretary in one of 
those big batwing leather chairs. Her 
feet were up either side of her face 
and he was slamming his prick up 
her so hard, the sweat was pouring 
off him. 

*Help yourself to a drink," he said, 

“Won't be a jiffy!” 
PARADE: Yes, it is difficult to say 
whether people like that are liberated, 
or simply complete and utter exhib- 
itionists! 

But to come back to you, Tessa, fora 
minute, we can’t believe you're as 
prudish as you make out. We mean ¬ 
TESSA: Prudish? Prudish, you say? 
When there's some creep wearing 
your stockings and suspenders and 
inhaling your knickers he's dragged 
out of the linen basket? Sure, that 
makes me a real prude! 

PARADE: OK, so you're a lady who 
likes her privacy. So what did you get 
up to in Spain this year? 

TESSA: A very nice Moroccan bus- 
inessman with a villa up in the hills. 

OK, solet's not kid ourselves. | was 
his little bit of English fluff. 

Naturally, he thought it was nec- 
essary to come on with the “Darlink- 
l-adorr-you" routine, but | find that 
kind of schmaltz quite a turn-on. 

| know, it'S corny as hell, but | far 
prefer seduction to a boozy groping 
session in a sweaty hotel room. 

He was nice, actually. Look: nice 

wristwatch, eh? Oh, you should have 
seen Margie's face when she saw it. 
Green, she was! 
PARADE: Good lovers North Africans? 
TESSA: Dreamy! They like things to 
last, if you know what | mean, and 
they're crazy about English girls. 

They like to look while they’re 
doing it. It didn't worry me, though, 
being basically an exhibitionist at 
heart. 

Best of all he liked mounting me 
from behind, standing behind me 
while I stood in his fabulous marble 
bathroom, clinging to the gold-plated 
towel rail for dear life! 

He was about the same height as 
me, you see, but as | was wearing my 
high heels, it made for - how can | 
describe it? - easy access. 

He was a very big boy, too. | don't 
recall ever having had a man in that 
position before, and it felt sen- 


sational. 

He seemed to enjoy lifting my 
bottom up as he thrust into me, and 
then he reached around me and 
started gently stroking my clitoris as 
he reached his short strokes. 

Yes, ifs always the rude fucks 

which turn out to be the best. 
PARADE: Meanwhile, back in the land 
of tin mines and pasties.... 
NINA: You're such a madam, Tessa! 
You make a fortnight on the Costa 
Del Sol sound like a sequence from 
bleedin' Casablanca! 

Anyhow, you can keep your shifty 
Arabs. Give me a big, butch, cider- 
swilling Cornishman any time. 

But saying that, l'm doing them an 
injustice, because they're a smart 
bunch, the Cornish - and bloody 
handsome and all! 

The best sex of my 1988 holiday 
was with a fisherman-turned-artist in 
Newlyn. He took me shark fishing in 
his rickety old boat,and | spent most 
of the day with my legs open, skirt up 
and knickers down, with his big toe 
wiggling away in my cunny. 

| don't for the life of me know why | 
found that so sexy, but it got me 
really hot. When he got me back to 
his cottage, we had a bath together 
and he soaped me all over. My 
nipples went really hard and | kept 
getting this twinge between the 
legs. ч 

Then he took me into his bedroom 
and licked me all over, from head to 
toe. It's not often | can come from 
being licked, but this guy was amazing 
- a world authority! 

PARADE: So you can't really say you 
didn't get a bite all day! Jacqui, would 
you recommend the Isle of Wight for 
girls looking for a good time? 
JACQUI: Only if they're in company. 
Islanders are a shy bunch and they 
don't know how to handle us upfront 
city ladies: we frighten the pants ON 
them! 

No matter, me and my boyfriend 
hada great time. We rented a car and 
spent the entire fortnight driving 
around the Island looking for excit- 
ing places to screw, like in the moat 
at Carisbrook Castle, under the pier 
at Sandown Bay, up on the Downs at 
Ventnor, in Parkhurst Forest (within 
view of the prison!) and so on. 

Yes, we really broadened our 
horizons! 

PARADE: And isn't that what holidays 
are all about? Bonking Holidaymakers! 
Thank you all very much for your 
cooperation, and enjoy your Autumns, 
too! 


‘Give me a big butch cider-swilling 
Cornishman every time’ 
NINA 
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WHO WAS IT WHO 
MENTED 
KEN ON 
SUMMER 


HOLS? 


A: Ken from south east London wanted to do on his 
late Summer hol was snap away at the famous 
glamour model he met by chance looking at some 
Spanish ruins, then maybe get them into Parade and 
make it big as an international glamour photographer. 
But our nameless Page Three-er knows her onions, 
and all Ken ended up with were these furtive flashes 
which'll please fans of regular Parade's ‘Up The Skirt 
slot, which appears every two weeks in Parade, 
especially for peeping Toms, Dicks and Harries. 

So have fun guessing the I.D. of this headliner, then 


see if you can tie in her terrific torso with a topl 
turn-on in your favourite national newspaper. 
One hint - she won't be faceless for long if you r 
Sunday Sport or its new midweek sidekick Wednesi 
Sport, which is one more good reason forcatching 
on this spicey weekly twosome strongly rec 
mended by Parade - so much so that we've include 
reservation coupon in our Mystery Miss's sa 
Spanish snaps, so you can catch up onthe good ni 
in The Sport if by some fluke, you don’t grab (ае! 
between fortnightly Parades! А М 
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| SO THIS IS WHAT OUR PARADAMES 


Ä HAVE BEEN DOING ALL SUMMER? 
x Swopping Dirty Jokes! 


o — HÀ 


What did our swinging girlies | 
do between making love and lust | 
and parading their in's-and-out's | 
under the sun for Parade's fans? | 
Well, the odd glass of wine has 
been known to be swaffed, the 
odd pizza nibbled - and the odd 
joke swopped. And here's what 
eavesdropping on this titillating 
iwosome yielded = for better or 
worse. 

And if you can improve on their 
sense of humour, let's hear your 
horny jests at Parade. 

Parade will give away year’s 
subscriptions to randy readers 
whose jokes make us titter and 
get into print in chuckle slot! 
|So step forward, all you kinky 
comedians... 


| 


WHY DID... 
the condom Ну across the room? 
Because it got pissed off! 
BOOZER’S TALE 
A man who had drunk about 20 pints ofbeerwalkedin 
ladies’ toilet by mistake. 
He was standing there, pissing furiously, when th 
came in and said: "Don't you know this is for ladies o 
"What the hell do you think this is for?” the man & 
waving his cock. 
TESTING TIMES 
“Pm و‎ test-tube baby," said the boy. 
*Really? How's that?" asked his young compa 
*Simply," replied the boy, “my father was a wan 


REPARTEE 

Husband: I've just come past the house next door. Тһе 
curtains are wide open, and you wouldn't believe what | 
Saw. 

Wife: *Oh, what did you see?" 

Husband: “There was Mrs. Jones, lying on the dining 
room table stark bollock naked, giving the milkman a blow 
job. What's more the coalman was stuck up herfanny, and 
the postman licking her arse." 

Wife, with sniff: “She's lucky at bingo too!” 


A LITTLE PET 

Young girl in pet shop: “Сап І have two goldfish 
please?" 

Shop Owner: “Would you like the £1 goldfish or the 
75p ones?" 


Girl: “How much for the two dead ones?" 

Shop Owner: Why do you want dead fish?” 

Girl: “Sol сап put them down ту knickers and smell 
like my big sister!" 

HAVE YOU HEARD... 

that the Irish have just had their first test-tube baby? 

It's the first time they've done anything without a cock- 
up? 

A SHORT CONVERSATION 

Boy: “Mummy, what's an orgasm?” 

Mummy: “I’ve no fucking idea. Ask your dad!” 
WHAT DO... 

Eskimos get when they rub noses? 

Snyphilis! 

THEOLOGICAL THEORY 

А vicar is visiting a local nudist camp. He takes off all 
his clothes except his clerical collar. 

He then notices a woman staring hard at his naked 
body. “Му dear lady," he says, “ат wearing my collar 
to denote that I’m a vicar, so please refrain from 
staring at me.” 

“A vicar indeed," replies the lady, “with those balls I 
thought you must at least be a canon!” 

PUB REGULARS... 

Could never figure out why the ugly old hunchback guy was 
so popular with the girls. 

He never said much ¬ just sat huddled in the corner, licking 
his eyebrows! 

A MATTER OF CONTRACEPTION 

“Three contraceptives please," said the man tothe 
chemist. 

“Yes sir," said the chemist, “would you like to try 
the new coloured ones? We have red, white or 
blue.” 

The man took one of each and left. 

Nine months later he went back for a maternity 
brassiere. “What bust?” asked the chemist. 

“Oh, the blue one,” said the man! 

CASE DISMISSED 

A hotel waitress swore she had been raped by one of 
the town’s leading citizens. At the trial he testified: “It 
wasn’t my fault, she seduced me,” he protested. “In fact, 
she even put it in for me with her hand.” 

“Only after it had slipped out three times,” the waitress 
shouted. 

The case was dismissed! 

WHAT HAVE YOU GOT... 

if you’ve got a big green ball in one hand and a big 
green ball in the other hand? 

A serious genital problem! 

DESERT SANDS 

A couple are fucking on a beach one night when the 
woman suddenly says to the bloke: “Put your balls in.” 

“Blimey!” exclaims the bloke, “you can take the lot?” 

“Not particularly" moans the woman, “but you're 
slopping sand up my arse-hole!” 


NOT A VERY NICE STORY 

Mum, discovering Tommy having a wank in his bed: 
“Tommy, you mustn't play with your willy. Willies are dirty, and 
not very nice at all.” 

Tommy: “Oh, that explains it.” 

Mum: “Explains what, dear?” 

Tommy: “It explains why Daddy is in the bathroom trying to 
pull his от” 

HAVE YOU HEARD... 

about the gay accountant who was thrown out of 
heaven for fiddling with the prophets? 
A TWOSOME TALE 

“My daddy's got two of those,” said the little boy to his 
grandad who was having a pee. 

“Don't be silly,” grandad said, “what on earth.do you 
mean?" 

“I've seen’em both,” said the little boy, “he’s got a little 
one like yours that he pees through, and a fucking big one 
that he cleans mum's teeth with!" 

WHY DO... 

Italians wear moustaches? 

So they can look like their mothers! 
MISUNDERSTOOD 

A boy walked into the bathroom to see his dad having a 
shower. 

“Daddy, whatare those for?" he asked, pointing to his dad's 
heavily hanging bollocks. 

“Four! What do you mean, four?" screeched dad, hastily 
examining himself! 

COMPARATIVELY SPEAKING 

First man: *My wife is so thick she thinks manual 
labour is the President of Mexico." 

Second man: “That’s nothing. My wife's so thick 
she calls it wanking!” 

HELL'S ANGELS 

A biker was zooming along the highway when he sawa 
rather attractive hitch-hiker. He stopped, chucked her his 
spare helmet, and told her to hang on to her tits. 

"Couldn't you hang onto them for me?” she asked 
provocatively. 

“Eh?” he asked. 

*Haven't you ever had a good time?" simpered the 
hitch-hiker. 

“Yeah, sure, doin’ 150 mph down the M1,” the biker told 
her. 

“| didn't mean that,” said the hitch-hiker, “what | meant 
was haven't you ever felt a tit?" 

“Yeah, sure," came the reply, “every time | fall off me 
bike!" 

PERSONAL REMINISCENCES 

“My sister,” Sam said to his mate, “is so ugly she has 
to turn the light out before her vibrator will work!" 

“My sister," said Dan to his mate, “has had more 
pricks than a second-hand dart board!” 
DECISIONS, DECISIONS. 

A pregnant prostitute was asked whether she wanted a girl 
or a boy. 

“Well,” she replied, “a boy might grow up and earn a lot of 
money to take his mother off the game. 

"But then again, a girl might grow up and give me some 
much needed help." 

WHY, OH WHY 

...are the starship Enterprise and toilet paper so 
similar? 

They both circle Uranus! 

WHY IS... 

making love very much like fixing a car? 

Simple: you can't do much without a proper tool! 
SEX IS A... 

difficult subject. When it isn't hard, it's impossible! 
HOW DID... 

Aids get into the country? 

Simple: It bummed a lift! 
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AUTUMN 
BLUES 
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Write for steamy Summer, red for deep mid-Wint« 
any shade when the Spring sap rises, but Ca 
always heads for her beautiful blues in Autumn, t 
horniest hue for this time of the year, according 
your Parade ‘Autumn Special’ covergirl, 20 year c 
Carla. 

Mind you, when she discards those panties a 
settles for just blue stockings, Paraders' Autu 

blues entirely disappear, and who cares if Carl 
done this sort of thing before for lesser riva 
because Parade is quite sure we've gotthe fullflav 

of this Fulham dweller. 

What's more, this sultry blonde Sagittarian is sho 

on the move from London S.W.6. to park La 
W.1. 

Yes, it’s sleek and elegant monthly sidekick, Pe 
Lane Magazine which is the next stop for our Autur 
stunner (just get the 14 bus, Carla), so if you'd like 
see her feeling at home among the jetsetting, t 
glamour stars who people Park Lane's pages (nake 
of course), stroll through Park Lane yourself nc 
time you're collecting Parade from your loc 
magazinerie. 

And if it's not there, ask your newsagent, why no' 


parade 


жам ты ୫ UN = 


| IF YOU SEE NORMA IN 
NORTH AFRICA THIS 
AUTUMN, PLEASE 
CONTACT PARADER 
PETE! 


сы who should know better, taking 
25511019 But it was shortly after Pete took 
haps of his glamorous ex-fashion 
ife, Norma, on their package 
ТОССО, and Tunisia, that she took off on 
kofa i camel with a young nomad and has not 
! heard of since, except for the odd postcard in 
я егу tired writing to say that her ib stallion was 
DU keeping her fully occupied. ۱ 
All that Pete has left are these snaps for nostalgia 
(and it’s little wonder that word got around the natives 
so quickly about her come-hither talents), which he 
now shares with fellow Paraders. 
However, we’re trying to keep his pecker up by letting 
him have our amazing Back Issue Pack free, which'll 
certainly keep deprived Pete's pecker up. 
Yes, for newcomers to fortnightly Parade, we've got 
together ‘six packs’ of prime issues and you can have 
this horny half dozen for less than their cover price, 
post free! 
ଓ So if you think you can cope with over 450 pages of 
funky pleasure all at once, just post the coupon in 
Pete’s pics. 
Sorry, they're not free to you, but they couldn't be 
better value, could they? 
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Its of their 
i tly Parades. 
So make sure never, еуег 8 our regu 
two-weekly к, by handing youfnewsagent 
coupon in y ۵۱0 Camilla's cavalcade toda 


DENT 


NOW AUTUMN'S HERE, FORGET T 
STOCKINGS & PASS THE BEDSOCKS, 
SAYS BERNICE! 


raten Bernice Longman is definitely a centralheating forany bedmate just on her own - like 
canny Yorkshire Capricornian when it comes to Parade’s other upcoming winter warmers. 
knowing what turns fellas on. We're talking about our upcoming ‘Winter Special’ 
ou only have to see По this Bradford bombshell girls, of course - nearly one hundred heated pages of 
insthat.hozn e hosiery. them bringing you top flight flashers to warm the 
yo ockles. 


